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Yes, second-rate, alas! but his books, some of them at least, were not,
and bore traces of something indefinably exquisite, divine, that made
me like him in spite of everything. Alas! very little trace of that inde-
finable something is found in his letters (I am speaking of those he
addressed to me). Amidst this terrible hotchpotch, interesting at most
because it shows his continual changes of mood, I barely find a few
pages that seem to me to deserve being saved. (I am sure, moreover,
that my letters to Pierre are just as disappointing.) Paulhan, to whom I
offer them, having judged them too insignificant for the N.R.F., I go and
offer them to the Mercure, where Louys probably has more admirers.
12 JuneS5
I greatly enjoyed dining the other evening with Julien Green. It
had been promised for some time. With a really charming deference,
and very rare in the new generation, he had made it clear that he in-
sisted on my considering myself as his guest. I therefore had to let my-
self be taken by him to Prunier's, avenue Victor-Hugo, less ostentatious
on the inside than the outside, which until now had frightened me off,
had filled me with fear. In regard to luxury I remain insurmountably
shy, though this had perhaps somewhat decreased, but now it seems
to revive and become more intense with age. I remember the time
when Viel6-Griffin and Jacques Blanche having asked me to meet them
for lunch at the Terminus Saint-Lazare, I could not get myself, how-
ever unlikely this may seem, to go into the restaurant, but remained
waiting for them in the lounge of the hotel, where they finally came to
look for me after having waited for a very long time.
Green is probably extraordinarily like what I was at his age. More
anxious, still, to understand and to agree than to assert his personality
by resisting. I should have liked to be able to talk better with him. He
was eager to show his confidence in me, and mine was very great to-
ward him; but I have ever greater difficulty in opening up freely in a
conversation. I fear to have disappointed him dreadfully, for I man-
aged to say almost nothing but banal things to him; nothing of what he
had a right to expect and hope for from me. Furthermore, I was ex-
tremely tired; anxious not to show it too much.
After having tarried at Prunier's, we reached the avenue des
Champs-filys6es. The night was beautiful and both of us enjoyed walk-
ing. I offered to take him to the Lido, where neither one of us had
ever been.86 We had no need of being in ordinary clothes, among so
many people dressed for the evening, to feel utterly out of place in this
haunt of pleasure and luxury. Once seated at a table near the pool, we
85   Dictated. [A.]
86  The Lido is a well-known cabaret halfway down the avenue des
Champs-Ely s6es.